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John D2yden, lens 


To His Highneſs the Prince of 
ORANGE.. _ 


f IN all ti? Hoſannah's,our whole World's Applauſe, 
Iliuftrious Champion of our Church and Laws ; 
Accept,Great NA SS 4 W,from unworthy Me, 
Amongſt th' Adoring Crowd, a bended Knee : 
Nor Scruple. Sir, to hear my Ecchoing Lyre, 
| Strung, Tun'd, and Joyn'd 1a th? Univerſal Quire; 
| From wy ſuſpected Mouth, Thy Glories told, 
A known Our-lyer from the Engliſh Fold, 
|; Romes Votary, the Proteſtant {worn Foc 
Rome / — my Religion, haif an hour ago. 
My. Roman Dagon's by thy. Arm or'ethrown; 
-\\-, And now my Proſelyted Soul's Thy own. 
Thy Glory would'convert that Infidel, 
That had whole Ages ftood Immoveahle; k 
' No wonder then Thou canſt-AﬀeCtions ſway 2 


1» 
IN 


' | In TenderBbyreaſts like mine,; ſuch phant Clay, 
| / Ascould even bear new: Moulding twice a day, 


A | Ner 


A. _ 


V Vhere High-Born-Blood my Adoration draws, 


(2) Ss 


__ * Nor doubtthy Convert Trve, I who could raiſe 
Immortal Trophies, even to C AOL IL praile : 


[ who my Muſes Inianr Quill couid Fledye, | 
VViih high-fuug Murder, Treaſon, Sacrilcage: 

A Martyrd Monarch, and an Enflav'd Nation, 4 
A Kingdom's {hame«,the whole V Vorld's live Latin, 


By me Tranſlated even Va Conit-!lation, 


lt this, all this, I c:uld unbluihing Write ; 
Fear not that Pea that ſhall Thy Fraiſe Endite : 


Exalted Glory, an Unblemiſhe Canute; * 

A theme ſoall Divine, my Muſc ſhall wing, 

V Vhat is't, Great Pr:nce, ior Thee 1 wiilnor fing ? 
No bounc's ſhall ſtop my Peg ſean flight, . * 

Vil ſpor my Hinde, and waſh my Panther white, 
Againſt the ſeven proud Hills I'll Muſter all 
My keen Poetick Rage, and Rhime with all 
Dis ongenace ofa flooond Himuihel: 


'The Papal Chairby diat of Verſe oerturn ; 


My Moulten Gods, like 1/-ae/s Calf, I'll burn : 
Copes, Croſters, all the Trumpery of Rome, 
Doom'd to Great Walers Blazing Hecatomb : 
PII pound my Beads to duſt, and wear no more 
Thoſe Pagasz Bracelets of the Scarlet V Vhore, 


Fang 


But if, Great Prince, my feeble ſtrength ſhall fails ; 

This Theme Ill to my $ucceſſors entayle: "= X50 5 50 
My Heirs th' Qnfinithe Subject ſhall Compleat. 

I have a Son, and he, by all tha” Great; _' 
That very Son (and truit my Oathss I Swore 
As much to my Great Maſter FAMKS before) 


Shall 
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Shall by his Sire*s Example, Rowe renounce ; 
For he, young : SLrjp11ng, yet has tiwn'd but once. 
That Ox/ord Nurlling-plant, that hopelul Boy, 
His Fathers, and the once ;atizan Toy, 
D-i19n'd ſor 2 new B:lizrimme Golert 
Under the great Gamailicl, Obadrah, 
That Youth, great Sir, ſhall your Tam es Trumpet blow, 
And ſoar, w hen my dull Wing ſhall fag below : 
A Proteſtant Hereul:an Column Rand, 
When I, a poor weak: Pillar of the Land ; 
Now growing old, am crumbling into Sand. 
Bur hark ; methinks I hear the buzzing Crowd 


At my Converfon dare to laugh aloud. 


Let Cens'ring Fopps, and ſnarling Envy grin, 
Tickled and pleas'd with my Camelion Skin. 

No ; ſenll-is Fools, my true Dimenſions fcan, 

And know the Lagreat *s a Leviathap. | 

Now {7 z»ars Mouth ebbs low, ..agd on that ſhore 
My rowling Bulk: alas, can ſpart no more : 

Down the full Tide I ſcowr, to take alooſe 

In the more {welling Surge at Aotiwer-S/nvs. 

Let chatring Daws, and every ſenfleſs Vidgeor , 
Their deſcant paſs on that great Name, . Rel:2107 ; 
Religion, by true Politician Rules, 

The Wiſe Man's [trength, and the \weak-fido of Fools. 
For we, who Godlineſs for Gain ſupport, 
Heav*ns Votaries tor Candidates at Court, 


Make our Church walls, our Rampart, Sconce & Fort. 


Our Maſſes, Dirges, Veſprrs, Orifons ; 

Our Counter ſcars, our Ravelins, and Half Moons. 
And now our Avewary's put to th? Rout, 

And frem that Baſtion, 1 am beaten out .; 

Pm but retiring to a new Redoubht. 


Why ſhould I bluſh to turn, when my defence 
And Pleg's fo plain ? For if f Omaiporece 


Soon 
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Beth” higheſt Attribute that Heaven can boaſt ; 
That's the tru'lt Church that Heaven reſembles moſt. 
The Tables then are turn'd, and "tis conteſt, 

The itrongeſtand che mightielt is the beſt. 

In all my changes then, I'm o'th' right fide ; 

And by the ſame great Reaſon juſtifi'd ; 

When the bold Creſcent late Attacqu'd the Crols, 
Reſolv'd the Empire of the World tingroſs, 

Had tottering Vieaana's Walls but faild, 

And Turkey over Chriſtendom prevails : 

Long, long &er this, I had pait the Dardazello, 
And ſat the mighty Mauhomers Haybfellow : 
Quitted my dulſer Hopes, the poor Renown 

Or Eaton Colledge, or a Dub/iz Gown ; 

And commenc'd Graduate in tae great Divan, 

Had raign'da more Immortal Mufſn/mas. 

No Arr, Pain, Labour, toy!'s too much, ti aſſail 
Heavens Towry Battlement; my Heaven I'd ſcale 
-Ttiro' all Religions, Church Ver Churches mounted, 
More than the Rounds that #:cob”s Ladder counted: 

Has this ſtupendious Revolution-pait ; 

A change ſo quick, and T nor tura as faſt ? 

Let boggling Conſcience ihock the ſqueamiſh Fool, 
Poor crazy Animals, whoſe Stomachs pule: 
Shall ſcrup'lous Taſtes diſguſt their Paſchal, ſickle 
Whether true dreſt in Sowce, or Broth, or Pickle ? 

_ It Meufcadine runs '>w,, Pm not ſo dull, 

But Ican pledge Saivation in Lambs-Wool, 

And if Salvation to one Ehurch is bound, 
So much the rather would I change all round. 
Change then can be no fault: A whole Life long: 
Kept in one Church, may alwaysbe Yth? wrong, 
But there where Coz/ciexce circles in her flight, 

We who're of all {ides, muſt beonce ch” Right. 
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